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PREFACE 

In writing this preface, it is proper for me to 
let those who may happen to read this little book, 
know how it was written, or, in other words, the 
idea of its inception — which, in fact, was an inspira- 
tion, and will be a revelation to the world; and 
written, too, inside of one month — as the stream 
of thought poured through my mind — day and 
night, awake or sleeping — until finished. When 
my dear son, Edmund, was on his death bed, again 
and again I heard him cry out at the top of his 
voice, "I have discovered Electricity!" then look- 
ing at me for an answer, when, instantaneously, I 
replied: "Yes, and it is the Motive Power of the 
Universe." This thought had never entered my 
mind before, but it stuck, and I could never get 
it out ; it took possession of me, and forced me, as 
Heine says, into the arena, to fight for it; which 
I have done to the best of my ability; and I now 
send it to the world, to run the gauntlet of criti- 
cism now going on between Materialism and Spir- 
itualism — the two warring religions of man; while 
I must be content to sit in the shadows, without 
hope of ever knowing the world's verdict. 

I am aware of the perilous path it has to run — 
always between the two armies, with a galling fire 
from each side; the shrapnel of scorn and ridicule 
can never blacken the cheek of a never-dying truth. 

The Author. 
Green Meadows, Va., January 21, 191 1. 
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No person who is capable of thinking and has 
an opinion of his own, which but few have, should 
be afraid or ashamed to express that opinion to 
the world, whether the world believes it or not. 
He owes it to himself, and to his race, as it is the 
small truths that make up the volume of truth — the 
encyclopedia of all knowledge. 

I have no axe to grind ; but I am willing at this 
late day in life to turn the grindstone that others 
may grind their axes, so they can cut through this 
mass of dense ignorance and gross superstition 
of our would-be leaders, that envelops the human 
family now, and has from hoary antiquity. 

Our little narrow minds, with their pinched-up 
souls, have been kept in a groove, outside of which, 
if we dared to venture, unless at the peril of life; 
though now and then a few fearless souls crossed 
over, and their lives paid the penalty of daring to 
move forward out of the ruts of the past. 

From time immemorial, intolerance has bred dis- 
cussion, and discussion not logical retards and dis- 
sipates intellectual force — that power by which the 
world is released from the bondage of selfishness, 
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or ignorance, and put on the highway to a rational 
destiny — the Hope-Ideal that has its being in every 
enlightened mind, an inheritance handed down to 
us through ten thousand, yes, ten million genera- 
tions of man. 

With these few remarks, without any wavering 
or doubt, I lay down this proposition for the spe- 
cialists, in all the fields of research, to cannonade 
with their metaphysical and theological guns, to 
batter down and put in its place a more reasonable 
and sane philosophy. I verily believe that Electric- 
ity is the Motive Power of the Universe; the Ori- 
gin of all Life, and the Builder of all worlds 
that inhabit the eternity of space; that the sun is 
its dynamo, by which all the planets known or un- 
known, with the unnumbered multitude of stars, 
circling in their unchanging orbits, and held in 
their respective spheres by the laws of attraction 
and gravitation, in obedience to the all-powerful in- 
fluence of magnetism; what the dogmatic world 
pleases, or displeases, to call a Personal God — the 
personification of all knowledge, all wisdom and 
all power. 

A Personal God, filling the immensity of space, 
is an abnormal something that the human mind 
cannot conceive, for the want of will power to con- 
centrate it on an unknown, invisible and intangible 
something that human reason is unable to interpret ; 
and if it lies beyond the pale of reason — outside of 
the kingdom of human knowledge — why should 
any one waste his time in groping in the dark after 
that which can never be attained? 
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Man's short "threescore years and ten" should 
be spent in the material world around him, where 
the visible forces of Nature are seen and felt every 
day of his life. His mission in life is to wrestle 
with Nature and to wring from her bosom that sup- 
port that she is always willing to give to all who 
seek her beneficence. 

Idleness is not wanted, or known in her work- 
shops. Diligence is the child that wins and rises 
above its surroundings, and makes the world ac- 
knowledge its achievements. 

But to my theme: every organism that lives on 
this earth is fathered by the felt, but unseen power 
of that subtle fluid we call electricity, and is the 
essence and spirit of all life; of everything that 
lives, grows or moves. We breathe it, and feel it 
in every heart-throb, as it thrills through every 
nerve till it reaches the brain, the dynamo of man — 
the far-off station from the power house of the 
universe, but in touch with it. The animal king- 
dom is molded into life by its plastic but unseen 
hand. Every fluttering wing sings its praise as it 
flies. Every denizen of the deep swims in a bath 
of the elixir divine. Every flower is kissed into 
a smile by the potent God of the Universe — Elec- 
tricity. Yes, every living thing in this old world of 
ours is warmed into life by its mysterious influ- 
ence; and for the lack of it, decays and dies, and 
passes out of life, into the shadows from whence 
it came, Life Giver and Life Preserver to all who 
inhale the breath of heaven. 

The invisible power of electricity builds all these 
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minute cells, and then fashions them into the form 
of man, or any other living thing, and life moves 
in, and takes possession, and abides there until dis- 
integration or decay sets in, when death follows as 
a sequence, and life moves out into the invisible 
again and returns no more forever. Have you any 
reason to base a hope on, that life lives on after it 
once moves out of this house which the hands of 
an unseen force built and housed it, in an earthly 
tabernacle ? 

"If a man die, shall he live again?" This is the 
query of Job, who lived fifteen hundred years be- 
fore Abraham, the father of the Jews. And no 
philosophy, or invention of the human mind, can 
answer the query in the affirmative. If my great- 
grandfather, before he left Ireland in the begin- 
ning of the seventeenth century, had made the as- 
sertions above, I would not be stating what I be- 
lieve to be true, as he, doubtless, would have no 
descendants, as the fires of persecution backed by 
the infallibles — his spirit would have gone out in 
a fagot of flames. If he knew, or thought other- 
wise, he held his peace and turned his back upon 
a land of ignorance and superstition, and came to 
Virginia and fought for human freedom, in a new 
world whose soil was not saturated with the blood 
of those who died for conscience sake. 

Dogmatism turns up its nose at the smell of ma- 
terialism and laughs in scorn of selfishness at every 
one who believes in the gospel of reasonable truth. 
What would the universe be without matter? An 
empty void, without worlds or living things. "What 

10 






4£ute&a 



is man, that thou art mindful of him?" asked one 
of old who was seeking the Unknown — the Cause 
back of everything, that the thinking mind of man 
is reaching after. Man is housed in matter; with- 
out material he could not be a living being; he 
could not be man, or any other living organism. 
Matter is put into form by the Spirit of the Uni- 
verse — which is Electricity. 

Without matter or material, electricity would be 
a useless nonentity, a cypher in the cosmogony of 
time; when in fact it is the Alpha and Omega of all 
time, or things rather, that live and die. Electricity 
rests on the eternity of matter, and lives on what it 
consumes, and produces what it lives on; with its 
balance sheet always the same — no more, or no 
less. There is no waste in the household of Nature. 
Economy is the ethics of the universe, and science 
its interpreter, through and by the mind of man. 

Man had no prototype ; he is his own original — 
not evolved from something below, but the highest 
type in the scale of created things ; and was created 
by the God of Nature, which is electricity; but not 
in the image of his creator, as his creator is with- 
out form; though it molds all things into form by 
the potency of its own energy; and to form things 
it must have something to form them out of, and 
that is matter, or material, and it calls upon the 
dust of the earth, out of which all things are made 
or created; and I use the word "created" purposely, 
because we cannot create anything out of nothing. 
Material is the basis of all life; all worlds, and 
all things that belong to all worlds — the eternity of 
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matter, embracing the infinity of space. The soul 
of man is immaterial, and not material, but the 
effect or product of a material organism; and spirit 
is the energizing power of the organization. Every- 
thing wears out, except the uncreated, which is 
matter, and its vitalizing power electricity; and the 
twain are omnipotent, omnipresent and eternal, and 
to eliminate either of them, all life would become 
extinct and the earth a mass of dead matter, while 
all worlds would drop back into chaos and the uni- 
verse die of paralysis. 

The soul of man, as above stated, is immaterial, 
not material, but the product of an organism; and 
spirit is the energizing power of the organism or 
individual thing. Everything in this life wears out, 
as above stated, except the uncreated, which is mat- 
ter, and its vitalizing power electricity; and these 
two are omnipotent and eternal; omnipresent, but 
not omniscient, as knowledge is an acquirement of 
man and not an inheritance or an endowment, but 
has been gathered a little here and a little there, 
through all the past ages. 

Every individual is born into the world without 
knowledge, and every one that desires to know, can 
know or not know, just as he chooses, if he owns 
his freedom and is not restrained by the arbitrary 
laws or creeds of selfish man. 

Electricity is not an intelligent force; it doesn't 
act from motive, or the power of will, as it has 
no will; it has no knowledge of its own creations; 
no choice in doing, or not doing ; it cannot help do- 
ing what it does do — willing or unwilling — because 
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it is forced to do what it is doing, has been doing 
and will continue to do down through all the cycles 
of unrecorded time, and never conscious of what it 
is doing. 

Let me illustrate: We are all familiar with the 
little streams that trickle from the hillsides down 
through the valleys and are lost in the brooks and 
creeks, and then in the rivers and, finally, in the 
oceans — the mirrors of the stars and the storehouse 
or reservoir of all earthly life. What forces them 
down — down till they find their level in the ocean ? 
The answer is, they have no choice, and only obey 
an inflexible law of Nature, and one of the poten- 
cies of electricity, which is gravitation. Thus they 
are forced by an unseen power to do their master's 
will. Well, you may ask, will the ocean never be 
full ? No ; it is as full now as it will ever be. Here 
comes in another inflexible law of Nature, and an- 
other potency of electricity, known as attraction; 
and on its magnetic wings bears, in the form of 
mist, the water from the oceans back into the clouds 
of heaven, until they are stored to their full, and be- 
come angry and rush together, when electricity claps 
its hands and from its lips aflame and tongue of 
fire speaks in thunder-tones till the earth quakes 
beneath the wheels of the chariot of the sun, as the 
God of the Universe "Moves in a mysterious way, 
his wonders to perform." 

I know that I am making of myself the butt or 
the laughing stock of the creedal world, but I can 
wait, as the truth is in no hurry, while falsehood 
is all a-flutter, flying on every outward wave, till 
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the earth is covered with its baleful influence, its 
pernicious fallacies, and all done in the name of re- 
ligion — misguided truth. 

I am aware, also, that I am wrestling with the 
biggest idea in the world; but it has seized me and 
I am forced to fight for it; and as I write, my 
thoughts spring from my mind so fast, and with 
such force, that the rebound startles me, and I jump 
in my chair as I write; and when the world reads 
it, it will be startled out of its long night of mental 
darkness. 

"Give me a lever long enough, and a fulcrum 
strong enough, and a place to set it, and I will up- 
set the world/ ' said the great Archimedes. 

Ignorance is mental darkness; but dogma is ossi- 
fied selfishness that the world is tired of and can 
endure no longer. It has been the dog in the man- 
ger, but when truth comes along it will kick it 
out. In the discussion of all questions pertaining to 
life, or human destiny, as it is the question of all 
questions, in which man is interested, and every 
one who speaks, as well as every one who listens, 
should at least try to divest themselves of all secta- 
rian bias, or preconceived opinions, in regard to a 
subject as sacred as life. To my way of thinking, 
there is nothing in the philosophy of human reason 
that is half as sacred as this thing we call life; 
which inhabits all parts of the earth, so far as we 
know, singing its never dying song. 

Attraction and gravitation are electricity's — two 
most wonderful agents, playing their parts in the 
pantomime of worlds; while man, its inquisitive 
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child of earth, with his little instruments, is peer- 
ing into the vast expanse above, as the fiery feet 
of his burning thought travels back to its parent 
home, the power house of the Most High, the God 
of the Universe, and the true God of man, which 
is Electricity — a consuming fire which will never be 
quenched. 

Whose handwriting is that we see in the rain- 
bow but the wizard of the skies; his autograph 
painted on the clouds before man ever saw the 
light, and it will bend above him as long as he lives 
upon the earth, and he claims it forever. 

If the ingenuity of credulous man can conjure 
up any other force than the one I have invoked in 
this discussion, materialism has a broader base to 
stand upon than spiritualism. One stands upon a 
structure that is indestructible, the other, on a base 
of unreasonable speculation. 

Materialism is natural religion, the germ of 
which is found hid away somewhere in the mind 
of man, let him be wild or civilized, it is all the 
same : he worships something, somewhere, he knows 
not where. 

"Lo! the poor Indian, whose untutored mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind." 

Spiritual religion is founded on the supernatu- 
ral, and at this day and time is nothing but cultured 
ignorance, scientific idolatry, so to speak, and was 
brought about by the would-be leaders of morality, 
at the Council of Nice, where politics and greed 
coalesced and compromised on Christianity — a new 
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religion, conceived and brought forth to fill a long 
felt want, in the minds of some at least, if not all, 
to do away with the multiplicity of small gods and 
put in their place a triple God, by murdering Truth, 
for the time being, at least; but whether, like the 
Phoenix of old, she rose from the grave and to-day 
is the livest thing in the world, though unseen by 
but a few. 

"Ephraim is joined to his idols, let him alone." 
No, I'll not, says the iconoclast; I'll break his idols 
and teach him the truth. All thoughts are the in- 
spirations of the mind — the God within. 

"The kingdom of God is within you." 

"My mind to me a kingdom is," sung William 
Byrd, the founder of the city of Richmond, Va. 

Water and electricity are two very important ele- 
ments of nature; both are fluids; neither of them 
possess knowledge; they cannot know, yet they 
"move in a mysterious way, their wonders to per- 
form." They are both in a perpetual motion, one 
the circulating medium of earthly life, and the other, 
of all worlds as well as all life; and yet, both are 
unconscious, unfeeling and undying. 

Here it is we find the Parents of Life, and the 
Father of Man has become the willing servant of 
man, and does his bidding over the telegraph, the 
telephone; and now the waves of the air bear his 
wireless message to the ends of the earth. Still, it 
knows nothing; it cannot know, but it makes man 
think; and the man that thinks is on the highway to 
knowledge, and thought is the key that unlocks the 
storehouse of wisdom. 
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Nothing lives in this life that was born of a single 
parent. It takes a pair to originate any living or- 
ganism: this fact is proven in all animated nature, 
and holds good through inanimated nature. 

This reasoning brings me to the N first pair. Who 
are they? you may ask. Let me tell you — and, "be 
silent for my cause." When Matter and Electricity 
fused into one, the union brought forth Life, and 
they bequeathed it to man, who stands head and 
above all other created things, and the only being 
that knows, or possesses knowledge or wisdom. 
There is no knowledge outside of man; he is the 
custodian and keeper of the rolls, and the inter- 
preter of Nature and her laws. In arriving at these 
conclusions, I have studied no curriculum of any 
of the colleges or universities, or any of the books 
of their professors, but have used the unsophisti- 
cated common sense, the endowment of Nature, 
and my own reason, pleading at the bar of eternal 
Truth for light to guide my wandering feet out of 
the maze and fog that envelops the mind of man. 

Life cannot express itself outside of materialism. 
The human mind cannot think outside of its phys- 
ical or material body. No music can thrill the hu- 
man soul unless it is wrung from the Harp of Life, 
or some stringed instrument that the genius of man 
has invented, as it has no voice away from its ma- 
terial home — found in the mind of man, beast, bird 
or instrument. 

Blind force is one of the stock arguments of 
the religionist, and is the very thing that I have 
demonstrated beyond a doubt to be a fact, that it 
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has no eyes, and cannot see ; yet in the face of this 
proof, a man with two eyes is too blind to see. It 
is his misfortune, because the blind have been lead- 
ing the blind, all the way up the hill of life. We 
know that Ignorance is blind, but Hypocrisy has 
two as good eyes as ever looked out of the windows 
of life; and the priest knows how to use his glasses 
and to adjust the glasses of those he has in his 
charge. 

Yes, Nature and all her forces are blind, having 
no eyes, no ears, no mind, no feeling; a valley of 
dry bones — in metaphor; when, at a time no one 
knows — not even the Father of Life — man became 
a living soul, and clothed with nothing but a fig 
leaf, if you choose, and from his birth, has been 
reaching for the light, as the great oak springs 
from the acorn and grows toward the sun, its life- 
giving power. 

"The heart that truly loves never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to its close, 
As the sunflower turns on her god when he sets 

The same look that she gave when he rose. 
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To know is life, not to know is death, is a self- 
evident truth, if anything can be self-evident to the 
human mind; and, mind you, the human mind is 
the philosopher's stone that turns truth to fiction or 
fiction to truth. 

Heat and moisture are two necessary and indis- 
pensable elements in the life of all things, and must 
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inevitably follow every seed to the earth, whence 
it springs into life. "Out of the dust created he 
them, both male and female created he them." 

Herein lies the germ of the Genesis of Man, on 
this planet, and only 95,000,000 miles from the 
sun, its original home — first a fire-mist, then the 
earth — Evolution's child, and at last, and now, the 
home of man. 



A fire-mist and a planet, — 

A crystal and a cell, — 
A jelly-fish and saurian 

And caves where the cavemen dwell; 
Then a sense of law and beauty, 

And a face turned from the clod; 
Some call it evolution, 

And others call it God. 
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A haze on the far horizon, 

The infinite tender sky; 
The ripe, rich tints of the cornfield, 

And the wild geese sailing high, 
And all over the upland and lowland, 

The charm of the golden-rod, 
Some of us call it autumn, 

And others call it God. 



"Like tides on a crescent sea-beach, 
When the moon is new and thin, 
Into our heart high yearnings 
Come welling and surging in, — » 
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Come from the mystic ocean, 
Whose rim no foot has trod, — » . 

Some of us call it longing, 
And others call it God. 

A picket frozen on duty, ^ 

A mother starved for her brood, 
Socrates drinking the hemlock, 

And Jesus on the rood; 
And millions who, humble and nameless, 

The straight, hard pathway plod, — 
Some call it consecration, 

And others call it God." 

• 

What of the other thi£tg£n-.planets, all swinging 
outside of the earth's circle, the farthest one off be- 
^y\/) -^ing Saturn, more than thirty times farther away 
from the sun than the earth? Is there any life 
there? Yes, life is everywhere, where matter ex- 
ists and fire burns — the two factors of all creation, 
whose issue is life, seen, felt and known in the lab- 
oratory of Nature, as interpreted by man, the magi- 
cian, and no other. Then if heat and moisture fol- 
low every planet as it moves out, which I believe 
it does, life, and I mean organized life, as we find 
it on earth, is the same there, as like begets like, 
and, reasoning from cause to effect, the same re- 
sults are arrived at here, in this world, will hold 
good in all other worlds, be they near or far away 
from their original homes, as the law of reason 
and logic are nowhere annulled in the mind of man. 
Matter, electricity and water defy annihilation ; they 
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are eternal and indestructible; and the foundation 
of all things that exist; the triune of nature. The 
genius, skill and knowledge of man, their offspring 
and masterpiece of creation, can chase them through 
his chemical laboratory; dissect and analyze their 
component parts; call them by names, and make 
them serve him, but finally they elude his search- 
ing eye and return to their original forms, doing 
what the inexorable laws of Nature force them 
to do. 

The sun cannot refuse to shine. The waters 
cannot boycott gravitation and refuse to run down- 
hill; neither can attraction be ignored. They are 
the same, yesterday, to-day and forever. Man is 
the only intelligent being in this world that can 
form any conception of himself, and the elements 
that surround him. He is the only living creature 
on this earth that has got sense enough to make 
a fire. The elephant, which is considered the most 
intelligent of the animal kingdom, down to the low- 
est organism, are endowed with all the attributes 
of man, save and except mind and reason, the lord 
of the intellect. They quarrel and fight among 
each other just like men. They love their offspring, 
and will defend them with their lives. They all 
have flesh and blood, bone and muscle ; they breathe 
the same air that man breathes and enjoy life as 
much as man, or more, when they are not disturbed 
by man, as they are guided by an instinct which 
is as unerring as the light of the sun. 

The earth is the central point around which the 
moon revolves; it is the earth's only satellite, that 

21 



(Eureka 



astronomers and philosophers claim, I believe, that 
it is a dead world, devoid of any living thing, and 
that its light is all borrowed from the sun. If this 
little mind of mine, enthroned in this old and about 
worn out body, does not believe such an assump- 
tion, it has the right to deny it, and throw its denial 
in the face of all who maintain the idea, and defend 
it by their best logic. I do not deny their conclu- 
sions, but from my standpoint, I doubt it; if they 
are right, and I am wrong, I will venture the as- 
sertion that the cause of no life lies in the fact of 
it not being a planet, but a satellite, through some 
unknown cause it is robbed of vegetable as well 
as animal life. If there is no water there, life is 
impossible. I do not believe that Nature disowns 
any of her children by denying them the inheritance * 
of life. If she does, it is because the moon is a 
bastard of the earth, an abnormal world that, may- 
be, has not come to its inheritance of life yet. This 
thought thrown out here, I hope, may be the means 
of some digger of the mind scaring the truth 
from its hiding place and explaining the cause of 
its sterility. There is a cause behind everything 
in Nature, and it is the prerogative of man to 
search out and explain that cause, which he is doing 
as surely as two and two make four. 

Blind force is not an intelligent force, as there 
is no intelligence except the human mind ; and there 
is no mind outside of flesh and blood ; this is a log- 
ical conclusion, that no sophistry can get around. 
Let me illustrate this idea, not on a small scale, but 
using the most stupendous forces in Nature. I 
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will take the earthquake — the Vulcan of the an- 
cients — which is nothing but fire and matter in a 
broil, whose fearful thrusts shake the earth to its 
center. Instance, San Francisco, only a short while 
ago, tumbled into ruin. Follow me to Pompeii 
and Herculaneum, now sleeping in their beds of 
lava spewed out of the mouth of Vesuvius two 
thousand years ago. There they sleep, with no 
hope of resurrection, embalmed by the blind force 
of Nature. Who is so wise in his own conceit, 
dares to say that the earthquake that laid San Fran- 
cisco in ruins, and the eruption of Vesuvius were 
conscious of what they were doing ? And that there 
was an intelligent force behind them — a living, lov- 
ing Personal God, who was in a riot, like a blind 
bull in a china shop — in simile, though homely — de- 
stroying the works and the lives of his own chil- 
dren. Truth demurs and reason denies all such con- 
clusions and hurls them back into the face of dog- 
matic religion or false reasoning. Truth never 
blushes when she is the object of mocking ridicule. 
Nor does Reason ever frown in a court of Igno- 
rance — but ever stands square to all the winds that 
blow, the proud gladiator of eternal truth. 

The world is tired of cant, hypocrisy and delu- 
sions. It wants the truth, and if naked it will not 
blush to see it. Away with your myths, your para- 
bles and allegories — the embellishments of myth- 
ology — to attract and to awe the lookers-on into 
the blind belief of an unseen power. 

With all candor, and due reverence, I believe 
in my heart of hearts, that what the worM has 
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named Christianity is nothing more nor less than 
electricity playing with the emotions of the human 
soul ; the All-father fondling with its own child ; and 
yet, mark you, at the same time, unconscious of 
what it is doing ; while the conscious child, a mate- 
rial being, and another name for the Harp of Life, 
is thrilled into a love and joy of unspeakable peace. 
May I use a very simple illustration to make it 
clear to the understanding mind? Take, for 
instance, the Aeolian harp, made out of a few 
strings of horse hair, or some other material; fas- 
ten the ends till the tension is as much as tbey will 
bear, then listen, as the unseen hands of the winds 
touch the strings, producing by friction, or vibra- 
tion, a sweet and weird music, though unnoted — 
but sweet to the ear of man. Is the wind, or the 
strings conscious of the sound they are producing? 
We answer, no. He that made the ear cannot hear, 
because there is no hearing outside of flesh and 
blood. The air cannot hear, but it is the medium 
through which sound, or hearing is conveyed. Here 
we find two unconscious things: one material and 
the other immaterial ; one formed from matter, and 
the other charged with electricity, which opens the 
door to music, the divine art, and man tunes his 
harp to the invisible choir and thrills all animated 
nature with the volume of his song. Sound is the 
voice of Nature, soughing in the forest, and sighing 
along the seashore. 

"He that has no music in his soul 
Is fit for treason, stratagem and spoils." 
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Electricity is the seed-sower of all terrestrial 
life in the animated kingdom, and matter is the 
seed bed, without which there could be no life. It 
takes the two to organize life, anywhere, and in 
everything. They are, beyond all doubt, our par- 
ents; born of the Spirit of the Universe and not 
in the image of anything, in heaven or in the earth, 
nor in any other world where life exists. 

Nature is a wonderful mother, with her millions 
drawing sustenance from her breast; and all her 
teeming millions are found in pairs ; not one single 
thing able to produce its kind. Reproduction is 
the immutable law of all earth's children. Regen- 
eration — to make new or to transmit in form and 
kind — is essential to the preservation of all species ; 
and there is but one way known to man ; and that 
is the union of each and every pair, male and fe- 
male, in the vegetable as well as the animal king- 
dom. 

Though I have never found it in any of the books, 
yet I assert it is a fact that defies contradiction, 
that in the incipiency of sexual indulgence you will 
find the male, without a single exception, always 
above or on top; the male does not work on the 
under side of anything in the fields of life, from 
the house fly all the way up to lordly man, who 
is the only living being that knows things, and can 
tell some things that he does know and believes 
many things that he does not know ; but he is learn- 
ing, and he is an apt scholar. The scales are fall- 
ing from his eyes, while the veil of superstition is 
parting, and the calling of his old teacher, the priest, 
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is fossilizing and ere long will only be found in 
the museums of the past — like the Pharaohs of the 
Nile. His most faithful schoolmaster — Experience 
— is wiping the dust from his spectacles and is in 
the classroom expounding to all who listen and 
want to learn the truths of life and the mysteries of 
the mysterious, and all knowledge that lies in the 
fields of the unknown. 

Some one may inquire why it is necessary that 
the male, in the impregnation of life, shall always 
be above the female. The answer is plain: no one 
can doubt, who is able to think. The seed that is 
sown is governed by one of the laws of Nature, 
which is gravitation; that forces the seed down 
till it finds its germ house, where it is vitalized by 
the vitality of the mother, and into a type of its 
original parents, when it takes its place in the 
column of life — marching to its unknown destiny — 
be it man, beast or any other living organism. 

Electricity without matter could never build any 
worlds, or people them with organisms; and mat- 
ter without the vitalizing influence of electricity 
would be dead, or inert, incapable of motion; one 
is necessary to the other ; and the two are forced to 
unite from the law of necessity, to do what they 
have been doing from the first flash of light on 
man, when there was but one pair on this globe — 
the beginning of the human family that now in- 
habits all parts of the earth. I mean the white 
man, the highest type of created things, and the 
only intelligent being known on the earth, or any- 
where else, who now, at this age of the world, is 

26 



(Butcka 



just coming to himself, as if awaking from his 
long dream in the night of the past, to find him- 
self his own master and not the ward of a known, 
or unknown intelligence, as there is no intelligence 
above, or outside of him. The divine mind is one 
of the myths hatched out of the heart of the cun- 
ning, selfish priest, whose vocation passes out when- 
ever the truth comes in to dwell in the individual 
mind. 

Mind outside of flesh and blood is an anomaly 
not found in the lexicon of truth, but in the primer 
of false reasoning; an assumption based upon an 
assumption, and that assumption upon another, with 
no fact at the base to hold up the flimsy structure. 

Fire is another name for electricity; but without 
its mate, fuel, another name for matter, it would 
be of no use to man; however, he has learned the 
art of using them both; and neither of them are 
aware of the fact, as they are merely tools in his 
hands, to do his will, and not the will of his cre- 
ator, as his creator has no will, as will is the func- 
tion of organized life. These two are in the dyna- 
mics of nature, the positive and the negative — the 
two legs on which the material world stands, out of 
which materialism is built, which is no other than 
the religion of reasonable truth. 

No one will ever find the truth who has a dog- 
matic idea in his head, no matter how diligent he 
may be in his search, as that one fixed idea has 
taken possession of his mind, and holds him from 
finding that which he is seeking; and yet, at the 
same time, he is unconscious of the fact Your 
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belief holds you to what you believe, let it be the 
truth or an untruth. A fixed opinion bars the door 
against incoming truth. Dogmatism is a finished 
article of faith; it is the perfection of the imagina- 
tion of the one who imagined it. 

The Pillar of Hercules— the Ultima Thule— be- 
yond which there is nothing to be found; no, not 
even a heretic doubt. Dogma is the stereotyped 
edition of the infallible, that the mind of man can't 
take from nor add to. 

It reminds me of an animal, with very long ears 
and a very small brain; but what it lacks in brain 
it makes up fully in the volume of its voice, if I 
may use the term voice. "He that has ears to hear, 
let him hear." It is the daddy of a new breed of 
animals, and they are noted for their mulish stub- 
bornness; and for which, they are denied by an 
infallible law of Nature, not to transmit their prog- 
eny. 

The Church has misled the world, and is mis- 
leading it to-day; not for the good of the world, 
but for the good it gets out of it; the loaves and 
fishes, though very often poor pay; while many 
look upon it as a high calling and an easy berth 
in life. Any calling that does not lift humanity] 
from its moral degradation is of no worth to hu- 
manity. The moral status of the world to-day is 
no higher than it was at the birth of Christianity, 
nearly two thousand years ago. Intellectually, man 
advances, but the power of evil is unchecked. If 
the application of Christianity through many cen- 
turies has not checked it, in the name of Truth, 
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when will it? If two thousand years are not long 
enough to test a thing, it is not worth testing. 

To go forward, man must get out of the grave 
clothes of the dead Past and get into the living 
Now, or he will never get anywhere, as long as 
he keeps in the groove of the long-dead past in 
which he has been traveling all his years. 

The clash of ideas, amid a shower of words, that 
is now going on in the forum of reason is calcu- 
lated to enlighten the understanding of many whose 
minds have been shrouded in the fogs of supersti- 
tious ignorance ever since the organization of the 
Roman Catholic Church, in the early centuries. 

The world has no use for the iconoclast — the 
idol breaker. It has more regard for the man that 
worships an idol than the man that breaks, or pulls 
down one. From the time when man first saw the 
light, or as far back into the past as the light shines, 
you can follow his bloody trail, led by his priest, 
whose hands have always been embrued in the blood 
of beast or brother, bowing to all manner of gods 
from Osiris, Balus, Jove, Jupiter and Jehovah, till 
the Roman Empire covered the earth, when she 
had so many gods it was hard to build temples to 
hold them all. But the goodness of her gods could 
not save her from moral decay; and in her drunk- 
enness and debauchery, she forsook all the old gods 
of the human race and enthroned, by force, a new 
god, on her ruins, which stands as a witness to-day 
to testify to its falsehood, while I throw the fact 
in its face and it never blushes into shame. 

Every individual being is the keeper of his own 
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house — this material structure — and no one enters 
without permission of its keeper; and if he wants 
it clean, and kept clean, he must do it himself, as 
he can employ no one to do it for him, as every one 
has enough to do to keep his own swept and gar- 
nished, with every room filled with beautiful 
thoughts, high aspirations, natural ideals, buoyed up 
by the desire of love, to do noble deeds; good to 
everybody and, above all, to be good to himself, for 
the sake of good, because it pays to be good; not 
in the hereafter, but now, in the living present, in 
this life, the only life that we know of; if there 
is another beyond, we will never know it, as there 
is no "remembrance in the grave," the receptacle 
of this material body, and the consciousness of the 
soul after it leaves the body and returns to its 
"Home not made with hands, eternal in the heav- 
ens." 

I am not worrying myself about the world to 
come; but I am interested in the things of this 
world, and especially in the things of this life, 
where our friends died, and friends still live. The 
life beyond is founded on hope — a very flimsy foun- 
dation — "The baseless fabric of a dream." If that 
hope lives in any human bosom, I am the last one 
to clip its wings. "As thy faith is, so be it unto 
you," is the religion of every true and honest 
heart. 

It has been customary in all the ups and downs 
of man's life to keep the masses in wilful ignorance, 
that they might be controlled by the intelligent few 
— the king and the priest, the two acting jointly for 
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self-preservation, holding to the idea that man was 
not capable of self-government and that "Ignorance 
was bliss, and to be wise was folly." Thus they 
preached, never for a moment believing the gospel 
they preached ; it was a stroke of policy, and showed 
the hand of the politician, who got in his work 
then, as he gets it in now, looking out for himself 
and letting the masses trail behind in their blissful 
ignorance; while the old order of things, in every 
nation on earth, feels the seismic shock that is shak- 
ing the earth to its center. The spirit of freedom 
claims the earth, and will own it in the sweet by- 
and-bye. 

What has aroused and stimulated the intellect 
of man, that this forward movement the world 
over? Let me tell you, in the words of eternal 
truth : it is the Spirit of the Universe — Electricity — 
flooding the mind of man, and his winged angel 
of Thought, flying on wings swifter than the rays 
of light from the sun — that source of all life and 
the keeper of all life — as it bears its message from 
mind to mind, a living wire, a burning chain, cir- 
cling the earth with the divinest of all sciences and 
the arts of man. 

We shall not have to wait long till some fear- 
less soul will find the port of entrance and walk 
in where heretofore "Angels feared to tread" ; and 
when he does come, the world will hail him as its 
redeemer — man's deliverer from this bondage of 
ignorance and death. I mean physical death, as 
there is no such thing known as spiritual death, as 
that is one of the fibs of fiction — told for a purpose, 
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as it is an essential in all the religions of the world, 
evolved from the brain of man. Spirit never dies; 
it belongs to the eternal in man, or any other cre- 
ated thing. Spirit and material are the uncreated, 
known in the vocabulary of truth as electricity, the 
motive power of the universe, with all of its un- 
tiring energy, or unwasting forces, which is un- 
conscious, unfeeling, void of intelligence, of pur- 
pose, or intent, or will, love, fear, or desire, which 
it has endowed man with by incarnating him in 
flesh and blood ; with its never-ceasing battery pour- 
ing its ethereal current into the mind of man, which 
gives him the power to think, to reason and judge. 
There is a field of research that the mind of man 
has never entered, though now on its borderland. 
He holds in one hand the lamp of truth, and with 
the other he pushes back the brush-wood that igno- 
rance has piled in the way ; and when he gets within 
the vale of this unknown realm, he will find him- 
self surrounded by magnetism, mesmerism, hypno- 
tism, galvanism, clairvoyance, telepathy and spirit- 
ualism — all the offspring of the Spirit of the Uni- 
verse, known to-day as electricity. Within this 
hidden vale lies, unknown to man, a new science 
^ maybe more than one), the mother of all sciences, 
and when discovered will be named the Science of 
Truth — embracing all truths, and all truths are 
divine. This revelation, when attained, will give us 
a new philosophy — the philosophy of all philoso- 
phies; the manifestation of all created things — and 
will give us a new heaven and a new earth, as seen 
from the standpoint of eternal truth, in the moral 
world as well as the physical. 
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We have the science of astronomy, which em- 
braces all the starry worlds above us; the science 
of geology, which takes in the structure of the 
rocks; the science of botany, which includes plant 
life; the science of biology includes the life of liv- 
ing things; the science of music, combined with 
the art of man; it takes the two to make the one, 
which is the divinest of all the sciences and arts of 
man. 

Legendary lore is a storehouse of itself, filled 
with the most lofty thought that the imagination 
can conceive; it is fiction divine, that holds and 
thrills the reader with its lambent tongue of fire, 
till he forgets the dream he is dreaming. The Rev- 
elations — written in the Isle of Patmos by Saint 
John, the mystic, and the only one of the disciples 
who died a natural death — is fiction divine without 
a doubt. It is the most beautiful piece of litera- 
ture found in the Bible or anywhere else. Its style 
is lofty; its diction grand; its words soft and burn- 
ing; its sentences rounded to perfect rhythm, weld- 
ing prose and poetry into a threnody of love that 
will live to warm the heart of man as long as there 
is a heart to warm. There is nothing like doubt 
in my mind that the mystic mind of Saint John 
was in touch with the dynamo above, which set 
his words of fire to the tongue of music, and that 
John knew it and felt it, because he was a being 
of sense and feeling, while the spirit that burned 
in his heart knew not what it was doing, as there 
is no knowledge or feeling apart from flesh and 
blood. 
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After John, the mystic, came John Milton, the 
Puritan, who took up the same theme — Paradise 
Lost — and around, or out of it, built his sublime 
poem, out of legend and myth, from base to dome, 
and at one time was a potent influence in holding 
public opinion to the Mosaic creation of the uni- 
verse. The students of theological seminaries are 
not as numerous as they were in years gone by ; each 
year they grow less ; the ears of the rising genera- 
tion are stopped, or they hear the call and heed it 
not ; or they do not want to hear it, and have gotten , 
out of its sound. When we come to examine myth- 
ology, being the religion of the untutored mind 
of man, thousands of years ago. To his mind, 
myths represented certain things that he could not 
understand, hence his teacher, who has always been 
a priest, not knowing any better himself, and, 
if knowing better, did not teach him the truth. In 
the course of time, this mythology took on the 
name of theology, and some even claim now that 
it is a science, and I am led to believe it is, but 
the science of humbugging mankind, the world 
over. It is a paying institution, and anything that 
pays has a hearing in all the courts of man. False- 
hood has a hearing, where Truth does not open 
its lips. Human thought is more free now than 
it has been in any age of the world; and it is 
arraigning fraud and hypocrisy at the bar of con- 
science, while Truth, the religion of life, waits in 
her palace for the decision of a righteous judge — 
Justice — who has been robbed of his ermine by an 
idolatrous priesthood, that "thrift might follow 
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fawning." The fact is, that if Truth ever started 
out, to go anywhere, among its lovers, as soon as 
discovered, dogma sets the dogs after it and, if 
caught, was burned at the stake or died upon the 
cross; yes, but it rises again. 



« 



Truth crushed to earth will rise again, 
For God's eternal years are hers; 

While Error still writhes in pain, 
And dies amid its worshipers.' ' 



The whole family of animated nature, without 
exception, as far as our observation goes, have the 
same organs of sensation as man; they see, hear, 
smell, feel and taste; all have passions similar to 
ours; they love their friends and hate their ene- 
mies. Passionate, or sexual love, belongs to all 
the living, if not for self-gratification alone, a de- 
sire to perpetuate its species. Parental, and mother- 
love in particular, is found in every living thing — 
the instinct of nature, planted there by the power 
that made it; but where the line is drawn, between 
instinct and reason, no human mind is acute enough 
to find it, as it is shaded off so nicely that the con- 
cept of mind can never conceive it. 

In the beginning, man included, all were en- 
dowed with this species of instinctive knowledge, 
though in some more striking than in others. There 
has been no advancement, no uplift in the scale 
of life, save and except where the influence of man 
has left his mark by the art of domestication — 
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the development of the innate powers within him- 
self, known as the faculties of reason and judg- 
ment. He started out in his beginning on a level 
with all created things ; but by his patient and per- 
sistent research, and close observation, acquiring 
knowledge as the ages rolled by, while all others 
born of flesh and blood remain as their original 
type, maybe here and there an exception to the 
general rule or law of self -protection. But very 
few species of the animal kingdom have any fore- 
thought; every day must provide for itself — they 
take no thought of the morrow, save the little 
mouse, the chipmunk, the squirrel, and, doubtless, 
these belong to the same family. There may be 
others that I am not familiar with, but I do know 
that I have taken from the hoard of one little mouse 
as much as one-half bushel of chestnuts, laid up 
for its winter store. 

Why do I draw this distinction between man 
and the order of animal life below him? Simply 
to prove, if proof be needed, that man is the high- 
est and only intelligent being known on the earth, 
in the air or anywhere else, and that knowledge 
does not exist outside of flesh and blood. 

The human mind is the storehouse whence all 
knowledge and wisdom come; and man's ascent 
in life, from an animal level up to where he is 
to-day — and he is still rising — proves beyond a 
doubt the reasonableness of the premises laid down 
in the beginning of this discussion. 
* We must not for a moment think that man — like 
Minerva — leaped from the brain of Jupiter, full ^ 
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grown, but that he came into this world-life, or 
life-world, naked in body; nude in thought, but 
erect, standing on two legs, just as he is standing 
to-day, and not going on all fours, as some would 
have us believe. He had no inheritance to help 
him along ; ho pedigree to brace him up ; no friends 
to confide in, unless he made them of the animals 
around him — some of them harmless, while others 
wanted to eat him alive, and doubtless did devour 
many of his seed. Self-preservation, the first law 
of nature, soon asserted itself, and from that time 
on he took lessons in the A B C's of life, learning 
all from experience, as he had no other teacher, 
while the law that forced him into being left it 
discretionary with him to survive or perish — when 
the struggle for existence commenced. Work and 
live, or cease to work and die, is the fiat of Nature 
to man, or any other living organism. There* are 
no paupers in the household of Nature. She calls 
things into life, not to wait upon her, but to wait 
upon themselves; and if life is not worth living, it 
is no fault of hers, but the fault of the living. 
The door of opportunity is open to all alike ; seek 
and all shall find; where no effort, there is no life; 
everything carries its life in its own hands, and 
by refusing to eat, it throws up the sponge, and 
dies, in defiance of its maker, who is not concerned 
whether it lives or dies, as its creator, the Spirit 
of Life, was forced to make it from the law of 
necessity. 

The mind of man, involuntarily, is forced to 
believe certain things from its own conception of 
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what is, was and will be. This belief is natural 
religion, and is not man-made and for a particular 
purpose, and that is to help those who made it and 
who guard it by authority which is nothing more 
than refined selfishness; surrounded by rituals and 
sanctimonious ceremony, wearing phylacteries to 
impress its importance upon the minds of its de- 
voted devotees. If all men could, or would think, 
which they can, if they will, this mental bondage 
would not be so intolerable. Thought is a free 
agent, and it acknowledges no controlling power 
apart from the human will — the officer that executes 
its mandates. It is the power behind the throne, 
and the most potent thing known to man, when 
intelligently used, and its creative power is now 
beginning to make itself known to man, who is 
just awaking from the nightmare of the mind. Man 
has been discovering things all his life, and some 
of these days he will discover himself, which will 
be a surprise to him, but not to everybody. 

Everything in the universe is material; there is 
nothing behind nature, and nothing above nature. 
The supernatural is superstition in its most hide- 
ous form; the black art to perfection, instilled 
into the mind of childhood; and if all children 
lived to be as old as Methuselah, not more than 
one in a thousand would ever be able to get it out 
of their lives. Like the shirt of Nessus, burned 
into the flesh, that the gods could not tear loose. 

There are eight known religions, and all of them 
originated in the East — the hot-bed of the occult — 
and every one of them is based upon the supernatu- 
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ral, with but little evidence of truth in any of them; 
all evolved from the fertile imagination of the fakir 
— the priest. If history is any authority, the most 
degraded of the human family is to be found in 
India, the mother of perhaps the oldest religion 
known, which is Hinduism, where the earth and air 
and all pervadings are soddened and polluted with 
the baneful influence of caste religion — one of the 
horrors of venerated custom, to which ignorance 
bows, in obedience to legalized superstition. 

All religions are founded upon the supernatural, 
the unseen, and not one of them upon the semblance 
of rational truth; they are all clothed in mystery, 
and none but the founders can see through the veil 
that overshadows them. All are presided over by 
an unseen deity, enthroned somewhere in the star- 
lit world above, with a retinue of attendants, known 
as cherubims, seraphims, archangels and angels 
without number; all of which are the creations of 
man, as he needs them, in his temples of worship — • 
the gildings on the outside, to hide the deformities 
within. 

All of the literature of the ancients is embel- 
lished with myths, legends, parables, allegories, 
fairies, nymphs and naiads, and many other ethereal 
nothings ; but we know better ; yet we still use them 
to adorn and beautify our scribblings. Our fore- 
fathers personified everything in nature; every at- 
tribute of man was either an angel or a devil; all 
of which was impressed upon the minds of the 
children, which they never outgrew, and to this day 
we find it imbedded in the heart of the race — that 
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nothing short of the attrition of truth and time can 
remove. 

Evolution never originates; it only unfolds that 
which some other force has created, having no in- 
herent qualities of its own. It has been used as a 
stalking-horse to lead the mind away from the Mo- 
saic theory of man's origin; as that theory was 
not satisfactory to the minds of those who reasoned 
from cause to effect, from the known to the un- 
known. The new theory was received by many of 
the profoundest thinkers of the age, and it was 
heralded to the world as a new discovery, and was 
gladly received by all who were not satisfied with 
the Biblical story handed down to us from the Jew- 
ish priesthood. 

After the birth of Christianity, this literature of 
the Jews, in manuscript form — the scrap-book of 
preceding ages — was adopted as the Bible, with the 
New Testament added to it, as the canon of the 
Catholic Church ; then afterwards by the Protestant 
faith. Here comes in where evolution got in some 
of its best work, out of this mass of Jewish script, 
consisting of thousands of unknown authors, at 
unknown periods in the history of man, when the 
untiring zeal of a monk, named Jerome, evolved 
the Bible, which has been and is the sacred book 
of the Christian world; and it is still evolving, as 
new versions or revisions are being called for by 
its own worshipers, as the light of truth enters in 
where darkness dwelt before. 

The author of the theory of evolution, in trying 
to upset the old theory of man's advent into the 
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world, was not any more satisfactory to the honest- 
thinking mind than the old theory; as neither of 
them seemed to have a reasonable basis; though 
many learned men, especially those who opposed 
Christianity, become its defenders; so the hurling 
of words and the crossing of ideas continues, and 
will, as long as opinion wars with opinion. 

The new theory, to my mind, is about as un- 
reasonable as the old theory, so the war of words 
must continue; and I mean to carry the war into 
Africa, and the African into the war. I do not be- 
lieve for a moment that man — the white man ever 
evolved from a lower animal, or any other thing. 
This idea is a figment of the imagination. Man 
has evolved out of savagery into civilization; and 
he is still evolving, as the expanding mind clears 
the rubbish from the path of its upward and on- 
ward reach. 

The negro is a horse of another color — a hybrid, 
a cross of the white man, in the childhood of the 
race, when man and all animals herded together, 
feeding on whatever they could find in the unbroken 
forest. The animal world is feeding there yet, but 
man has turned over a new leaf and is reading the 
Book, the true Genesis, to find out where he came 
from, and, like the bibulous statesman, "Where he 
is at," and where he is going. He has not always 
been here, and he cannot always remain here, as 
everything that has a beginning must have an end ; 
all the created things die, but the uncreated re- 
mains. Human destiny is a sealed book, and the 
breaking of the seal, the living will never know; 
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while the dead cannot know, as all knowledge is 
born of flesh and blood, and when flesh and blood 
die, their knowledge dies with them. 

No truth seeker dares for a moment to stop his 
ears to the voice of reason; the moment he does, he 
denies that he is a seeker after the truth, but 
acknowledges by his act that he is a sectarian, dyed 
in the wool, which he is unwilling to have washed 
out. 

Many minds cannot divest themselves of early 
impressions. None but heroic souls can fight the 
battle of truth, ridicule and scorn, inquisitions and 
guillotines; fagots and stakes only light up the 
path for some other heroic brother who lays down 
his life for the good of man. 

The negro is a specimen of evolution, evolved 
from a white man having commerce with a female 
ape. Long before primitive man had ever dreamed 
of articulate language; when reason was in em- 
bryo; conscience had not assumed command; un- 
fledged thought was fluttering to get out of the 
mind — then uncultured; the will, only a weakling, 
guided by passion that burned in the brain then, 
as it does now, he crossed the line of decency and 
sowed his seed in a soil that has proved a curse to 
his race. There is but one characteristic of the 
white man found in the negro, and that is his gift 
of song, or the talent for music ; this, undoubtedly, 
he inherited from the white man; and the more he 
mingles with his white half-brother, the more he 
becomes like him, in many ways, but not in mental 
caliber, as he is inferior and will ever remain the 
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foot-ball of destiny, the slave of slaves, as far back 
in the dead years agone as the muse of history can 
carry us. His future is as dark as his skin, and 
civilization as a garment he can never put on, as it 
cannot be cut to fit, as he was born out of season, 
as his past history proves, traveling all the way up, 
alongside of his white brother, with no" record be- 
hind him. If no improvement in the past, no hope 
for him in the future. 

Another instance of evolution is the mule — half 
horse and half donkey, a cross between the female 
horse and the jack, the male of the donkey tribe of 
animals. One more instance shows the trend of 
evolution, and that is, the brant, a water fowl. I 
do not remember its name, but crossed on the wild 
goose. Here are three instances of evolution — the 
negro from the family of man, the mule from the 
animal kingdom, and the brant from the fowl fam- 
ily. If you want to know anything more about 
evolution, cross-breeding, or fertilization, stop for 
one moment and think of that wizard of flowers and 
fruit, Burbank, whose study of the laws of Nature 
has enabled him to upset the theories of scientific 
men, so called, who believed they had the truth 
cornered, beyond a doubt, when, lo and behold ! the 
wizard came along and, always proving his faith 
by his works, turning the tables on the learned, 
who were traveling in the same old groove that 
Moses hued out when trying to account for all of 
Nature's family. 

The sun, moon and stars are the literature of 
Nature, written by the hand of fire, and is an open 
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book which none but man, the seer, can read or in- 
terpret. He has been at it since the days of Job, 
who lived in Aram, where he got his lessons 
in astronomy I do not know; but one thing I do 
know, and that is, he put into the literature of the 
world one of the finest poems. "If a man die, shall 
he live again ?" 

Every orb and star above is a thought in action ; 
not put in action by an intelligent force, but by a 
power that is above, where electricity sits as king, 
or God ; and that, too, long before it created man on 
this earth. 

"All the world's a stage," said the world's great- 
est dramatist; but this little world that we live on 
is but a side show in comparison with the drama 
of all the worlds, now being played on the stage of 
time, and the God of Nature behind the curtains, 
and life singing in all the worlds where there is life, 
and man — "Fearfully and wonderfully made" — "A 
pendulum 'twixt a smile and a tear" — "Endless link 
in being's chain" — and the only looker-on, as he 
sits on the earth, as it rolls, with her three hundred 
volcanoes spewing out their sulphurous fumes, with 
his glasses viewing the panorama of Nature as the 
seasons change from spring to summer and autumn 
to winter — the intelligent "monarch of all he sur- 
veys;" and yet, not satisfied with what he knows. 



"Heaven is not reached at a single bound ; 
We hold the ladder by which we rise 
From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies, 
And we mount to its summit, round by round." 
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"When I consider the heavens, the workmanship 
of thy hands, what is man that thou art mindful 
of him? Thou hast made him a little lower than 
the angels." This is a thought from the Shepherd 
King — the poet and sweet singer of Israel — and so 
well expressed that no one dares to criticise it. Da- 
vid was talking to the God of the Jews who, in 
founding their religion, believed that Jehovah had 
a mind — was a Person — and that man was fash- 
ioned after this image, as taught by the Mosaic cre- 
ation. At that age of the world, and I might say 
truthfully, that all the religions of man — eight in 
number — have endowed their Creator with a mind, 
because man had a mind, and that it took mind to 
make mind; like the law of inheritance, like begets 
like. This mode of reasoning seemed to be fixed 
in the mind of the race ; "the Impregnable Rock," as 
Gladstone put it. Herein lies the false assumption ; 
and in the very beginning; assuming that to be 
which cannot be — that the Deity has a mind, and 
that it is intelligent and embodies all knowledge, all 
wisdom. This fallacy of the mind of man has kept 
him stumbling in the darkness, when reaching for 
light, but could never find it, when in fact the light 
he was seeking was in his own mind and he did 
not know it; and the spirit that he was worshiping 
kept the light burning in his own mind, which is 
the Spirit of the Universe; which is not mind, but 
the mind-maker in man, and does it without a pur- 
pose — not even knowing what it is doing. I will 
illustrate this idea in a way that, I hope, no think- 
ing mind can fail to understand. The ocean is the 
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biggest, the most tangible thing or object that the 
mind of man is familiar with; he knows all about 
it — its gravity, of what it is composed, of its use 
in nature, and its use to man. It is now, at this 
very moment, bearing upon its waves all the navies 
of the world — the dreadnoughts, the dragons of 
the sea — and at the command of nations they can 
churn the waters into foam, doing their bloody 
work, when man stands in his placfe and directs the 
fire upon the enemy. Now hear the conclusion: 
this ocean of waters does not know anything of 
these war dogs plowing the waves on their mission 
of blood and death. Does any sane man deny this ? 
Listen farther : Does any of these leviathans of the 
sea know what they are doing? The truth says no. 
Then who does? Why, man, the architect of these 
huge monsters and the only one who knows any- 
thing in this world, or any other world, so far as 
we know. He has a mind, located in the upper 
story, lighted with electricity, and there is no other 
mind outside of his, in the heavens above or the 
earth beneath. 

One more instance : follow me along the Nile for 
sixty miles, where we can see the Great Pyramids, 
built by the Egyptians thousands of years ago. 
There they stand, the mute wonders of man; and 
as monuments to the tongueless past. There stands 
also the Sphinx — the enigma of man and the un- 
solved riddle of history. Who is so wise as to tell 
us what it represents? The living cannot answer, 
neither will the dead. There it has stood for four 
or five thousand years, with its sightless eyes> gaz- 
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ing into the unborn years, as the night of ages rolls 
by with no voice to tell who chiseled it into the face 
of man. It is the most imperishable thing that the 
mind of man has ever conceived; and after ten 
thousand years more have rolled away, if not buried 
in the drifting sand, it will still be a living witness, 
though mute, that it is the workmanship of man — 
the only intelligent being known on the earth, or 
anywhere else. 

The mind, some say, desires nothing that it may 
not find, if not lost in its bewildering search in a 
world where there are so many cults, or beliefs, each 
one claiming, "I am the way, follow me." There 
may be a grain of truth in each cult, covered up 
in the silt and sands of time, but the mind is not 
satisfied with half a truth ; it wants it all, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth. He is tired of 
being fed on the husks with the swine. 

Truth follows no one; no serpent can beguile it 
from the tree of life, on which hangs the apple 
of knowledge. It never follows, but always leads, 
and it leads all who wish to follow its pillar of light 
out of a world of darkness into the path of divine 
life — the sole desire of every enlightened mind. De- 
sire and Hope — the sirens in the mind of many — 
keep them ever looking up and on, with a longing 
that seems to never be satisfied in this life; and 
when I give ycu, dear reader, the reason, or an- 
swer, do not smile, but think a moment. I may be 
an enthusiast, but I am not a dunce. Electricity, 
the Spirit of the Universe, that pervades all mate- 
rial life, and is never still; it never sleeps, neither 
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does the mind of man, though his material body 
does ; but the soul, or thought — which is the man — 
the eternal spark is still connected with its Spirit- 
Father above; keeps it ever yearning, ever sighing, 
ever loving, never dying, because the law of neces- 
sity forces it to do that which it cannot resist ; and 
yet, it is never satisfied. 

The most unpopular thing in the world to-day is 
honesty — genuine truth. Everything is courting 
and waiting for the applause from the galleries ; the 
pabulum on which the world feeds, and makes out 
to live, never wishing to rise higher in thought, 
deed or action. The customs of old hold it in the 
groove, out of which the truth cannot lift it. 
'Ephraim is joined to his idols, let him alone." 
c No," says the immortal truth — the iconoclast 
of all time — "I will break his idols, based upon 
false gods, and enthrone divine truth in their stead ; 
not to be worshiped as an idol, or a god, but be- 
cause it is truth — that which the mind has been 
seeking since man started up the ascent of life." 
All truth is good; all untruth is bad; and man is 
his own judge to decide between them. He car- 
ries his God and his Devil with him, wherever he 
goes; and he serves whichever he chooses — maybe 
one to-day, the other one to-morrow, vacillating 
from pillar to post, unstable as water. 

"I myself am heaven and hell," said the Persian 
poet many long years ago. 

When you get down to the literal truth of things, 
there is no such a place as heaven and hell laid 
down in any of the maps of man; but they are un- 
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discovered territories, only seen through the tele- 
scope of the imagination, that factor of the human 
mind that gives birth to thought, with reason to 
guide it, which is a blessing to mankind. A right- 
eous enthusiasm is a stimulus that urges man on in 
any cause he may espouse, but if he lets it loose it 
becomes fanaticism and, finally, the mob, where 
both reason and religion have gone mad ; and igno- 
rant humanity, in the end, pays all the cost. Take, 
for instance, the Reign of Terror in France, and 
the Holy War, in which two million were lost. The 
truth blushes with shame at perverted thought of 
war being a holy thing. It is the most unholy 
thing that ever entered the brain of man; the con- 
ception of tyranny in its most familiar form; a 
vile blot on the escutcheon of man and a plague spot 
on his boasted religion which posterity will be 
ashamed to own. 

Every thought that springs from the mind of 
man is an inspiration from on high ; from the orig- 
inal home; that is, before it was made manifest in 
man, its earthly tabernacle. It is taught by all men- 
tal scientists, as far as I am informed, that the hu- 
man will has power to control thought after its 
birth, as well as power to make the mind think; it 
may be so in many instances, but not so at all times. 
There is in my mind a dreamy, half consciousness 
at times, that leads me to believe that man invol- 
untarily, though unconscious of it, hypnotizes him- 
self, as when thoughts, like flushed birds, come 
pouring in in great flocks, and faster, too, than he 
can fasten them on paper. If one man can hypno- 
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tize another, why may he not hypnotize himself? 

The mind is master of the body; and if of the 
body, why not of itself? The mind is unconscious 
of its own power, and when it turns its light in — 
and not out — it finds revelations never before re- 
vealed. 

"Know thyself," the maxim of Socrates, whom 
the ignorant Athenians forced to drink the hem- 
lock because he taught a truth they could not un- 
derstand. Thus the prophets of truth have had to 
run the gauntlet of unbelief, in the name of reli- 
gion. 

Do good for the sake of good, and right for the 
cause of right, and not for the hope of reward; 
bought good is no good ; bought right is not right ; 
right is an inheritance that fadeth not away — that 
lives in the race and, like virtue, is its own reward. 

Man is not a tripartite, but a dual being. Spirit 
and body, mind and material, and the child of Na- 
ture, and not supernatural. His father is Elec- 
tricity, and his mother is Matter, and Life is their 
issue — the first born; and neither Life, father or 
mother are intelligent until they are incarnated in 
the flesh and blood of man, the only intelligent be- 
ing that knows a truth when he finds it. 

This religious trust had been serving a God who 
stood, as they supposed, on two legs; now they 
wished to make some improvement, so they added 
another leg, which gave us a three-legged God — 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost ; and that, too, by mur- 
dering the world's greatest teacher, "Who spake as 
never man spake;" who was teaching the truth; 

50 



T<" 



(Eureka 



and many believed what he taught. But the lead- 
ers thought it a good idea to put a new leg for their 
God to stand upon, if for no other purpose than 
to get the followers of this new teacher to go with 
them, in making or founding their new religion — 
something new and attractive, if not useful to man- 
kind, useful to its founders. 

The Bible, since its adoption, has been an enigma 
to all who undertook to construe it; though, as 
claimed, an inspiration from an all-wise God, yet 
no one understands it to-day. Take forty learned 
men and start them out to translate it, and when 
they are done with it you will have about as many 
creeds as you had translators ; they all "see through 
a glass darkly." Why is this? Because the Bible 
is made up from all nations and tongues of the 
earth, and was collected by the priests— out of 
which the Bible evolved — throwing out all that did 
not fit in to carry out a certain idea which the in- 
terpreter had in view; which was not at all times 
to reach the truth, but to keep the herd of mankind 
under the wing of the priest, as they were not ca- 
pable of taking care of themselves and it would be 
dangerous to allow them to run at large ; hence, they 
must have a king or a priest, and finally both, to 
guide them in this life and to keep them from in- 
juring themselves and those around them. So the 
king and priest made them believe that there was 
an intelligent God who knew all things, and that 
he inspired them to guide all the race, and that it 
was the duty of all to look up to them and obey 
whatever they were commanded to do; and thus 
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the world, with its load of humanity, has been 
wobbling around in a groove of ignorance since 
the birth of the race — I know not when, but mil- 
lions of years before the Bible was thought of, as 
that was only the basis of a religious trust, organ- 
ized to keep man in subjection, as he was getting 
to be very numerous all over the earth and he was 
learning some things that it was not lawful for him 
to know, according to the mind of his teacher — the 
priest. What the priest did not know was not worth 
knowing. All must live inside of the priest's knowl- 
edge, and death was the penalty for all who dared 
to think for themselves; so the truth traveled very 
slowly for the last two thousand years; but, mark 
you, it has never been asleep, but waiting for the 
dawn ; and the light is now breaking, and the whole 
earth will be flooded with its light, and the pall of 
darkness will give way, and man — emancipated 
man, the only intelligent being in the universe — 
shall make himself known as the child of Electric- 
ity, the living God of the Universe, the Maker of 
the heavens and the earth and all things therein. 

Life is too sacred a thing to be hawked about 
in the creedal shops of man, the plaything in the 
hands of the self-appointed custodians of the lives 
and souls of the mass of mankind. 

For nearly eighteen hundred years this religious 
trust, with its God of all Wisdom, has not lifted 
man out of the mire of ignorance, but its super- 
natural views have sunk him, if possible, deeper in 
the mire than before, and have held him there by 
fire and sword till the conscience of man, the God 
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within and the only unerring guide, can endure its 
vile bondage no longer. 

This supernatural religion has filled the asylums 
of the world with the half-crazed and unfortunate 
beings because they could not understand what their 
teachers taught, because the teachers did not un- 
derstand themselves; but seized with the belief that 
they were right, instead of being a means of sal- 
vation, it has been the agent of destruction — de- 
stroying more than it saved. "To be, or not to be, 
that's the question;" and the suicide took his own 
life rather than endure the ills of this life — not 
fearing anything beyond. His reason dethroned, 
and life became a burden — a torment — that death 
could only put out. 

A false religion has been the great stumbling 
block in all ages of the world, and Christianity the 
biggest and bloodiest of all, and guided, too, by a 
people civilized, but not humanized. Think of all 
the wars and a personal God leading each contend- 
ing army, till earth is red with the blood of the 
slain, when at the end of the bloody feud you do 
not know on which side God was helping ; when in 
fact he was on neither side, as it was man's quarrel, 
and not God's, as God is a blind force and does not 
know that a war is or has been going on ; but man 
knows the fact, and if he would tell the truth he 
would blush with shame at his own hypocrisy. 
Nearly all wars are religious wars. "The seed of 
the woman shall bruise the serpent's head," but 
the seed never kills the serpent — just keeps bruising 
it, and it never dies as long as falsehood lives. 
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O divine Truth ! shake the dust from your wings, 
that Ignorance has cast upon you, and fly till all 
the living of the earth shall know you, from the 
least to the greatest ; and let all nations and tongues 
lisp your name; and if they must worship anything, 
let them worship you — the living Truth. 

Intelligent people do not worship, but they love 
the truth; worship is not in the dictionary of moral 
truth; it is a misleading thought of man. 

More than fifty years ago, I was examining the 
flower of the evergreen ivy bush, and was struck 
with its beauty and, for the first time, took notice 
of the male petals, all surrounding the female in 
the center of the flower; and when I touched one 
of the males it sprang to the center, dusting its 
pollen on the head of the female; after this I took 
notice of the peach and apple bloom, and then the 
corn tassel and silk, in the flower world. And then 
to the house fly and lady-bug, and the butterfly, in 
the insect world. And then, the mouse, all the 
way up to the elephant, and last, man, in the animal 
kingdom. Here I was forced to stop, and began 
to inquire, where was the pair that made all these ? 
They were not made by one alone, as one cannot 
produce a species, and one does not count in pro- 
duction; there are no bachelors in nature: it takes 
two to start or perpetuate any species. I thought 
and reasoned for years, but could never find the 
way out of the darkness that surrounded me, till 
my dear boy gave me the idea when, on his dying 
bed, he exclaimed at the top of his voice — "1 have 
discovered Electricity' ; and then, looking at me as 
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if for an answer, I, without even thinking what I 
was saying, replied, "Yes, and it is the motive power 
of the universe." And from that moment to this, 
nearly three years, I have been evolving the idea, 
which is the truth. And now I have the pair — 
Electricity and Matter — and their issue is Life; and 
no sane man can deny it, for it carries the truth with 
it wherever it goes, wherever there is light, heat 
and moisture, and it is the God of the Universe; 
and it does not know what it is doing; but man 
does, and no one else. He is the expounder of the 
laws of Nature, and no one who is capable of using 
his faculties can demur to the conclusions that I 
have arrived at, though the idea may startle the 
dreaming world, which has been dreaming for many 
thousand years, and now and then evolving a new 
idol to worship — the last one, Christianity, which 
at its beginning was in the neighborhood of the 
truth, as the lowly Nazarene shows in his teachings, 
all the way up to the crucifixion. But the wily 
priest got in his work and the truth was covered 
up, and the Church of Rome has been sitting on 
the breast of humanity ever since, and the truth 
not daring to speak, or even look up. 

Truth is not a creed, but a fact around which all 
creeds are aimed to be built ; so white is not a color, 
but the absence of all colors. Blind faith, like blind 
force, many times has not sense enough to know 
that it is blind. A thing must have eyes before it 
can see ; so a thing with no eyes can make the blind 
see when he does not want to see. 

Here on this earth man sits with his glasses, as 
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all worlds revolve around him, and all of them un- 
conscious of him or of what he is doing. This 
thought I consider the grandest thought in Nature : 
that this little man, "a worm of the dust," as the 
religionist has named him, and yet the only living 
thing that knows truth from falsehood and, as 
"myriad-minded, lion-hearted" Paul said, "When I 
was a child, I thought as a child and spake as a 
child ; but when I became a man, I put away child- 
ish things. 3 
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"When coldness wraps this suffering clay, 

Ah! whither strays the immortal mind? 
It cannot perish — it cannot stay, 

But leaves its darksome dust behind. 
Then unembodied, doth it trace 

By steps each planet's heavenly ways? 
Or fill at once the realms of space, 

A thing of eyes, that all surveys? 

"Eternal, boundless, undecayed, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all, 
All, all in earth or skies displayed, 

Shall it survey, shall it recall : 
Each fainter trace the memory holds 

So dearly of departed years, 
In one broad glance the soul beholds, 

And all that was, at once appears. 

"Before Creation peopled earth, 

Its eye shall roll through chaos back; 
And where the farthest heaven had birth, 
The spirit trace its rising back; 

56 



Curefta 



And where the future mars or makes, 

Its glance dilates o'er all to be, 
While sun is quenched, or system breaks, 

Fixed in its own eternity. 

"Above or Love, Hope, Hate or Fear 

It lives all passionless and pure; 
An age shall fleet like earthly year; 

Its years as moments shall endure. 
Away, away, without a wing, 

O'er all, through all, its thoughts shall fly — 
A nameless and eternal thing, 

Forgetting what it was to die." 

The above beautiful lines are the product of the 
world's greatest poet — Lord Byron. 

I have followed all the way up from the man 
who discovered the frog legs twitching after they 
had been dead some time ; then Mesmer, the author 
of Mesmerism, who discovered a species of sleep, 
and could put the body to sleep, but could not put 
the mind to sleep. Then Dr. Ben. Franklin, with 
his paper kite, pulling the lightning from the clouds. 
Then Morse, with his telegraph. Then Field, with 
his cable under the ocean. Then Bell, with his 
telephone. Then Edison, with graphophone and 
megaphone. Then Marconi, with his wireless mes- 
sage through the air. And last, the mind of man, 
an earthly dynamo, in touch with the Great Dy- 
namo of the Universe ; yes, "up through Nature to 
Nature's God." Thus I have followed the footprints 
of Electricity from a dead frog to its home in the 
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skies, and find it to be the soul of all life, in all 
worlds, and the Maker and Mover of all worlds in 
their ever-swinging circles around their central 
home — somewhere in the deep abysm above, where 
day and night are unknown. 

One thing I know beyond a doubt, and that is, 
earth is Electricity's zoological garden, thrilling 
with life from zone to zone, rising and falling as 
the ages on ages grind, and the dust of the dead 
again becomes the clothing of the living, and the 
Harp of Life, touched by the tongue of fire, sends 
its music to all listening ears and living souls. 

Life is matter in motion — material vitalized — 
and its best living witness is its own consciousness 
of the fact; and when this fact becomes known to 
the understanding of the human mind, the darkness 
of all past ages will pass away and the light of 
truth will be revealed as never before. 

The theory that I have here advanced is the solu- 
tion of the Riddle of the Universe, which solves 
the Riddle of Life; and I send it into the world as 
the message of love to my race, and in memory of 
my dear lost son who, on his dying bed, exclaimed 
time and again, "I have discovered Electricity;" 
then, looking at me, I answered, "Yes, and it is 
the motive power of the universe." In a few days, 
my boy passed away, but the thought he expressed 
stayed with me, and I could not get rid of it, day 
or night, as it still kept burning in my mind — a 
fire not to be quenched. One day, sitting in my 
room alone, a thought came into mind. I picked up 
a piece of brown paper, took out my pencil and 
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